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Teaching Sister Retires 
Pupil Writes Eulogy 


By Sister Jeanne Marie, O.S.B. 


From babyhood I had 
heard about Sister Margaret. 
Growing up I began to rele- 
gate her to the realms 
assigned to fairies and Santa 
Claus. My joy on actually 
meeting her was like the 
realization of that dream. I 
can see her now — a tiny 
woman in her religious garb 
—totally unaware that she 
had shaped and moulded 
many boys and girls into 
citizens that Canada is proud 
of. 

Somehow Sister Margaret 
of the Sacred Heart was en- 
twined deep in the roots of 
my heart. Many years before 
she had taught my mother, 
and the lessons she learned 
from Sister, Mother tried to 
instill into her four daugh- 
ters. And strange to say we 
never resented having Sister 
Margaret quoted to us. The 
grapevine lessons I cherish 
most are these, “To make 
your life hapy don’t try to 
do what you like but like 
what you do,” and another, 
“God loves a cheerful giver, 
so always wear a smile.” 

An Inspiration 

At the advanced age of 
fifteen I was sent to my 
mother’s Alma Mater to be 
under Sister Margaret’s 
guidance. None of Sister 
Margaret’s graduates felt 
that their sons’ and daugh- 
ters’ education would be 
complete without a year of 
Sister’s influence. It wasn’t 
a mere whim of my parents 
but an inspiration from God, 
because Sister Margaret’s 
encouraging advice led me to 
God’s service in the teaching 
profession. 

Sister Margaret was our 
homeroom teacher. In she 
fluttered—Sister never walk- 
ed—and perched like a little 
sparrow on the_ teacher’s 
platform. I can still hear her 
first words, “Suffer little 
children to come unto Me.” 
I can still feel the lovely 
cloak of contentment she 
wore. I can still seé the hap- 
piness that beamed from her 
brown eyes. Sister showed in 
her whole attitude that she 
had found Something and 
this Something, she was de- 
termined, she was going to 
help her pupils to find. 

Algebra Fascinating? 

Geometry and algebra are 
prosaic to say the least, but 
under Sister Margaret’s tute- 
lage, theorems and problems 
became the most fascinating 
things in life. What matter 
if one of us made a _ gross 
error? What matter if a 
“theorem couldn’t be proved? 
No words of impatience came 
from Sister’s ips only the 
‘mild reproof, “My dear child, 
do use the brains the good 
God gave you.” Sister never 
‘was so busy that she could- 
n’t help anyone. She sacri- 
ficed her precious after 
school minutes to help the 








student who was entangled 
in the intricacies of mathe- 
matics. Sister wanted no self- 
glorification in the advance- 
ment of her pupils—only the 
desire to see them advance 
and improve. 

Sister Margaret’s influ- 
ence was felt too, in her role 
as sacristan at St. James’ 
Church. Every day was a big 
feastday at St. James, com- 
plete with Sister Margaret’s 
flowers and vigil lights. She 
loved this work. Her fingers 
seemed to caress the spotless 
linens as she dusted the altar 
with meticulous care. Sister 
had acquired the Japanese 
art of flower arrangement. 

And Bridal Flowers! 

No bride felt that the 
church was ready for her 
wedding unless Sister Mar- 
garet took charge of the 
flowers. This Sister did lov- 
ingly, because didn’t she 
have reason to rejoice that 
another of her little girls was 
entering Holy Matrimony 
before God—and very often 
with one of Sister’s own 
boys? 

Countless were the boys 
who learned the lessons of 
good grooming from Sister. 
No altar boy dared present 
himself as server for Mass 
without shoes that shone. 
Not even her “Priest boys,” 
as she called them, were 
vested properly for Mass un- 


less their shoes were neat|Y' 


and clean. From Sister, both 
servers and priests had learn- 
ed that they must be clean 
inside and out before “‘going 
in unto the altar of God.” 
Little Sister Margaret would 
stand in front of a six foot 
lad and say gently, “Young 
man, your hair needs cut- 
ting. Have it done before 
services this evening.” And 
the lad would come to Bene- 
diction fresh from _ the 
barber’s care. 


Her Work Continues 

Sister Margaret’s deep- 
rooted love for God and the 
reverence she showed for 
God’s service impressed every 
boy and girl she _ taught. 
Prompted by her example, 
some sixty-five girls and fifty 
boys gave their lives to God. 
Her young Sisters are carry- 
ing on the work of Christ in 
many classrooms and hos- 
pitals in Canada and_ the 
United States. And _ her 
“priest boys” are serving the 








faithful in the Americas and 
abroad. The only time Sister 
Margaret evidences any pride 
is when she speaks of her 
“Other Christs.” 

True, honors have come to 
Sister Margaret. The govern- 
ment of Canada has decog- 
ned her ability as a teacher 
and character builder. But 
all this she gave up last 
summer, when after forty- 
two years of faithfully ful- 
filling her arduous duties as 
teacher in Sacred Heart Con- 
vent she retired to prepare 
herself—she says—‘For the 
kingdom of heaven.” 

I like to think that when 
Sister Margaret’s last happy 
hour has come there will be 
a tall young Master of Cere- 
monies leading a procession 
of tiny red-surpliced torch 
bearers, followed by miles of 
black-robed boys, with their 
spotless surplices and folded 
hands forming a guard of 
honor to the Heart and arms 
of her Blessed Bridegroom. 


On The 
Credit Side 


(By W. C. Dwyer) 





“You want every part of 
the national economy to 
have its share; however you 
also want to keep your share. 
Therefore you must have the 
help of sensible political 
planning and sound legisla- 
tion. BUT YOUR PRINCI- 
PAL HELP MUST COME 
FROM YOURSELVES, from 
our co-operative unions, 
ESPECIALLY FROM YOUR 
CREDIT UNIONS.” 

One could hardly improve 
on that quotation, taken 
from a speech of Pope Pius 
XII, Nov. 15th, 1946, to a 
group of farmers. Many 
agencies, throughout’ the 
world, including the Church, 
long before and since that 
speech was made, have tried 
to bring that truth to fruit- 
ion among the people in 
rural areas. But country 
people as a class, today, are 
skeptical and slow to make 
changes, in their living con- 
ditions. My private opinion 
(whisper) is that they have 
lost the art of true Christian 
living, refuse obstinately to 
admit that they are off the 
beam, and _ consequently 
balk at restoration. 

Credit Unions Few 

We have in this country 
fairly “sensible political 
planning and ,sound legisla- 
tion” with regard to Co- 
operatives for the people, at 
least. But the “principal 
help” stressed by the Holy 
Father is conspicuous by its 
scantiness. Rural Credit 
unions among _ English- 
speaking people are none too 
numerous. . 

The modern city, constant- 
ly growing and gathering in 
inhabitants, is a glowing 
example of the control large 
capital wields over the very 


life of man. It determines his 
(Continued on Page Four) 


Priests Must Minister 


Dear Seminarian, 

I spoke to you in my last 
letter about DIRECTION OF 
SOULS, told you how much 
we, the laity need this, tried 
—haltingly, stumblingly—to 
explain that to me it seemed 
part and parcel of your glori- 
ous ministry of teaching. 
Today I want to talk some 
more about that very same 
thing ... TEACHING ... for 
there is yet another place 
where we need to hear your 
words, spoken with all the 


= 


ASTOR: BONUS 


authority and assurance that 
your holy PRIESTHOOD 
gives you—-we need them 
desperately, urgently, and 
constantly — and that is 
FROM THE PULPIT. 


Tomorrow, or the day 
after, in a few weeks, 
months,, or years, YOU, the 
seminarian of today, will 
become A PRIEST. Again 
and again I have dwelt on 
that DAY OF DAYS in your 
life. Because to me it is in- 
deed the most stupendous 
day given any man—the day 
when one of us, an ordinary, 
mere creature becomes AN- 
OTHER CHRIST... ALTER 
CHRISTUS! .. . dispensing 
henceforth to us, his flock, 
the life-giving Sacraments, 
teaching us His Infinite 
truths, leading us into the 
paths of His love to life 
everlasting. 

It Should Not Be 

Did I ever tell you, Friend, 
that it has been always very 
hard for me to attend an 





Ordination? It seems to be 





‘To Us, The Laity 


By Catherine De Hueck 


the only time when the awe- 
someness and thee majesty 
of both God and the _ pro- 
ceedings so overwhelm me 
that I want to run out of 
the Church. I know this 
should not be... but...I 
confess ... it is. 

So, time passing swiftly, 
you too will mount the steps 
of the Altar, going up just 
aman...and coming down 
again ... A PRIEST. From 
that day onward you are set 
apart ... yet... one of us 
still. In fact you were OR- 
DAINED FOR US. For with- 
out us to minister to there 
would be no need of priests. 
THUS YOU ARE ORDAINED 
TO MINISTER TO US—THE 
LAITY. 

At the risk of seeming 
monotonous, I repeat again 
that that ministry is two- 
fold (listen to such as I am 
talking to such as you!) — 
the dispensation of the Sac- 
raments, and the TEACH- 
ING OF GOD AND THE 
THINGS OF GOD, TO US. 

To All of Us 

One place, very specific- 
ally, is reserved in every 
Catholic Church for this, 
your teaching ministry .. .- 
THE PULPIT. In it, Sunday 
after Sunday, holy day of 
obligation after holy day of 
obligation, and many times 
intbetween, you will stand to 
deliver to us your SERMON, 
for it is then that you will 
have us all before you. The 
eager and the lukewarm. The 
learned and the ignorant. 
The saints and the Sinners. 
The rich and the poor. The 
married and the single. 

THIS THEN IS BOTH THE 
“ACCEPTABLE” TIME AND 
PLACE for you to set us on 
fire with the love of God; to 
awaken us to the vast oppor- 
tunities of serving God in 
our brothers and neighbors; 
in a word, to make us CA- 
THOLICS who not only “be- 
long” to the Faith, but 
KNOW it, UNDERSTAND 
it, LOVE it, and—hence— 
LIVE IT. 

For what is CATHOLIC 
ACTION, when all is said 
and done, but our Holy Faith 
lived daily, everywhere, al- 
ways, by all.of us who have 
been baptized in the NAME 
OF THE FATHER, THE SON, 
AND THE HOLY GHOST, 
AND WHO THUS HAVE 
BECOME MEMBERS - OF 
THE MYSTICAL BODY OF 
CHRIST? 

We Too Preach 
_ Again through this bapt- 
ism, through this “belong- 
ing,” and through the Holy 
Sacrament of Confirmation, 
we too, in our own fashion 
and through the mercy of 
God, have become part of 
His Royal Priesthood. So, on 
us too falls the duty “to go 
and preach the Gospel to all 
nations.” For CATHOLIC 
(Continued on Page Three) 
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WHERE LOVE IS—GOD IS 


In the great tranquility of God’s order, all 
things come to rest. All things except man, who, with 
his stupendous gift of free will, can refuse to accept 
either the order, or its tranquility, or even GOD 
HIMSELF .. . and thus live without hope, without 
love, without rest! 

Because so many do just that, darkness, un- 
happiness, and disorder rule the world. Man, seeks 
vainly to escape them .. . or to find some solution for 
them. Vainly because his “escape” is away from God 
... and his solutions are not rooted in God’s laws. 

Yet what we must DO and what we must 
AVOID, if we desire peace on earth and eternal sal- 
vation thereafter, is easily enough found. For they are 
contained in the COMMANDMENTS OF GOD, and 
belong therefore to Charity, whose other name is 
Love. 

Let us turn our face to them, NOW, before it 
is too late. Let us study God’s Commandments, repeat- 
ing with the Psalmist:- “FOR THY TESTIMONIES 
ARE MY MEDITATION, AND THY JUSTIFICA- 
TIONS MY COUNSEL... OPEN THOU MINE EYES 
AND I WILL CONSIDER THE WONDEROUS THINGS 
OF THY LAW. MY SOUL HATH SLUMBERED 
THROUGH HEAVINESS. STRENGTHEN THOU ME 
IN THY WORDS.” : 

“THOU SHALT NOT. TAKE THE NAME OF 
THE LORD THY GOD IN VAIN.” Thus reads the 
Second Commandment of God. 

“Holy and Terrible is His Name.” So indeed it 
is. Yet it is not fear alone that should keep us from 
profaning it. Love, it is, that should seal our lips... 
love, again, that should open them, to use His Holy 
Name as a blessing, a joy, a word spoken with all the 
reverence and the respect our minds, hearts, and souls 
are capable of. 

This second Commandment, strictly speaking, 
is the continuation of the first, in which God makes 
it known that He desires our worship, our adoration, 
our love; and in this the second one He commands us 
to be filled with veneration and respect for His Divine 
Name. He commands us to honor it, and to refrain 
from using it in vain. 

_ Let us stop for a moment. Stop and REALLY 
think about WHAT is asked of us! Incredible as it 
may seem, GOD ASKS US TO LOVE HIM. Us... . His 
creatures! That He should demand from us adoration 
... is understandable. BUT LOVE? The very thought 
should make one happy, with a happiness that 
transcends all understanding! 

Yet it is true. He so loved the world as to give 
His only Son. And Christ’s love sings to us from every 
Crucifix. Where God the Father is, and God the Son, 
there, in the ineffable Mystery of the most Holy 
Trinity, is also God the Holy Ghost, the Spirit of 
Love. What is more... loving us, as God loves... He 
asks to be loved in return. 

Let us love Him then. With all our hearts, 
minds, bodies, and souls. Let us, heeding Christ’s 
own words... OUR FATHER WHO ART IN HEAVEN 
.. - HALLOWED BE THY NAME ... burn with love 
... lighting and warming this cold dark world of ours 
with its flame. 

. Let us bring back the world to God . . . restoring 
the tranquility of His order .. . bringing into it His 
peace that no one shall be able to take away from us. 
For if WE begin to love Him, others will. 

WHERE LOVE IS, THERE IS RESPECT... 
and, in the case of God, also the adoration and 
reverence which belong to Him, and which we MUST 
render to Him. . 

When love enters, blasphemy, perjury, and the 

misuse of God’s Most Holy Name will vanish. For all 
these are sins against the Second Commandment. 
Could there be a greater goal in our lives than to 
spend them in making His Most Holy Name loved and 
adored? So that every knee, indeed, will bend at its 
sound? 
LET US THEN MAKE THIS OUR APOSTO- 
LATE, STARTING WITH OURSELVES. LET US 
MAKE HIS TESTIMONIES INDEED OUR MEDITA- 
TION, SO THAT HIS LIGHT MAY AGAIN DWELL 
IN THIS HEARTSICK WORLD, THROUGH US. 




















So the year is rounded out, 
with the thick snow falling 
—like the mercy of God—to 
cover, with white pity, all 
that is ugly and sordid in 
the world. 

And I sit at a typewriter 
and watch it, remembering 
that a year ago I thought I 
was done with snow, and 
with rain and sun and fog 
and all the things God sends 
the living. 

There were only spits of 
snow, the February night I 
was driven to the hospital. 
The Northern Lights were 
glorious that night; and it 
seemed to me, at odd mom- 
ents, that I might soon be 
having a better look at them, 
a close-up as we say in 
Hollywood. I might even be 
able to finger them on my 
upward flight, I thought. 

Twelve months, and I am 
still alive. The doctor who 
tended me so well—God be 
very good to him—died of 
a heart attack last month. 
Six others of my friends have 
died in this year, some of 
them because of hearts no 
worse than mine. Why did 
the angel of death pass over 
me? I imagine it was because 
so many hundreds of good 
people were praying for me. 
I know no other reason. 

Remember Fr. Sixtus 

The power of prayer! Even 
Almighty God is affected by 
it. 

Keep me in your prayers, 
I beg you; but don’t give all 
your prayers to me. Pray 
especially for a _ friend, 
Father Sixtus, a Francisan 
toiling all alone on a hill in 
Brazil—a missionary who 
has also to be a doctor — a 
young man burning up with 
zeal. He wrote to Catherine, 
recently, telling about this 
hill, on which ten thousand 
people live in poverty and 
squalor. 

“Antonio died on a Mon- 
day at noon,” he wrote, in 
part. “According to Brazilian 
law, and all physical laws 
too, he should have been 
buried by Tuesday noon... 
There is no embalming even 
among the rich here. But 
there were difficulties in get- 
ting a death certificate, since 
for several months he had 
given up doctors’ remedies in 
favor of some choice Spiritist 
concoctions. So the corpse 
remained in the shack some 
24 hours longer than it 
should have. 

A Poor Man Is Buried 

“As I had taken care of 
him in his last weeks, with 
daily visits and the Last 
Sacraments, i was naturally 
on hand for the funeral. The 
stench is still in my nostrils. 
No one else could get near 
the place; but, with two 
drunken men, and a hand- 
kerchief wetted’ with alcohol 
across my face, we managed 
to enter the shack and place 
the body in a coffin. Even in 
the open air the smell was 
quite unbearable. My stom- 
ach was spinning like a well- 
greased motor. With the aid 
of another brave soul I 
carried the coffin down the 
hill. A drizzling rain aided 
our descent. We slid most of 
the way in the mud. The en- 
trance into the cemetery was 
equally colorful. I led the 
procession with muddy habit 
and mud-loaded boots, fol- 
lowed by ten ragged and 
barefoot people. Usually only 
the filthy rich can afford to 
have a priest accompany 
their dead!” 

He goes on to write of the 
terrible heat, the awful work 
of walking up that hill, the 
putrid food some of his 





parishioners set out for him 


FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Eddie Doherty 











—one rejoiced because she 
had actually found a fish 
head she could save for him 
—the moral, mental, and 
physical filth of the people, 
the strange anti-Catholic 
creeds that are taking people 
from the Faith, and the al- 
most miraculous conversions 
he has witnessed. 
There Is Night Work Too 

“Lately I have been going 
up the hill a lot at night. 
The view is breath-taking. 
This mysterious night Rio 
is the Rio I like. It’s wonder- 
ful, sitting in a dirty, alcohol- 
lighted shack, at night, 
drinking thick black coffee, 
talking about many things, 
and eventually about God. 
There are some who think 
it would be wise to herd all 
the kids from the hill into 
a Catechism class for a few 
months so that they could 
make their First Commun- 
ion. But I’m not particularly 
enthused. I’ve seen too many 
of this brand of Catholic. One 
of them, a lad of my own age, 
had tnis to say: ‘I guess I 
made my First Communion 
when I was twelve. I remem- 
ber going to Catechism class 
a few times, and then one 
day a lot of us went to 
Church and the priest put 
something white into our 
mouths. Is that First Com- 
munion?’ 

“The Lord of Hosts in the 
Sacrament of His Love! 
‘Something white!’ Pagans 
slightly acquainted with 
some of our Catholic ‘super- 
stitions.’ No... we won’t get 
very far with these old tech- 
niques. 











ST=- CONRAD 
And Now “Macumba” 

“I must speak of the Pro- 
testant infiltration. There 
are two sects with chapels 
and one with a school. They 
attract a fair number. The 
greater number are going 
over to Spiritism, which has 
two forms, ‘high and low.’ 
The ‘low’ is better known as 
Macumba; and on this hill 
it is the more popular. From 
what I have heard I am con- 
vinced it is diabolic. 


“All Brazilian life, in its 
every phase, is characterized 
by lack of discipline and self- 
control. And, as_ expected, 
these lacks become manifest 
in impurity among the youth 
... especially the male youth. 
How many times have I 
come across the story of a 
boy of twelve having illicit 
relations with a woman old 
enough to be his mother, or 
even his grandmother! How 
many lads of 18 and 19 do I 
know who are being kept and 
educated by prostitutes twice 


The B’s Corner 








(Continued on Page Three) 


Here it is February, and I 
am still meditating on 
Christmas. Somehow I just 
can’t seem to get away from 
the overwhelming impression 
your generosity, kindness 
and charity, seen in the im- 
mense flow of your gifts, 
has made on me. 

I have been thinking about 
HANDS. Yes, just that — 
HANDS. For that is what we 
are, here in Madonna House, 
your hands. Consider. After 
many prayers, I sit myself 
down and write one little 
letter, begging all our 
friends, to help us to make 
Christmas happy for five 
hundred children and their 
parents, Well—I know that 
thousands of like letters 
reach your desks. 

But it seems that your 
understanding and gracious 
charity can encompass them 
all, for literally a torrent of 
gifts, toys, clothing, candies, 
and money, descended on us. 
And we—we had the ineff- 
able privilege to be YOUR 
HANDS... to distribute 
these to those for whom 
they were meant. 

As I think this over again 
and again, in Church and 
out of it, I realize daily more 
clearly that factually we did 
not “distribute” toys, can- 
dies, clothing . . . we gave 
joy, happiness, laughter; we 
filled empty hearts, empty 
hands. We assuaged fears, 
worries .-.. which means that 
our hands gave LOVE ... 
for all these are encom- 
passed by It. But such love 
is God .. . and so I begin to 
understand, that in some 
strange fashion, through 
your CHARITY (whose other 
name is LOVE) we _ were 
privileged to give the Lord 
to our fellow human beings! 

What a stupendous 
thought! How can we ever 
thank you for giving us this 
holy task? How can we ever 
thank you for allowing -us 
to be your HANDS? I know 


}| only of one way, and that is 


to lift ours again, in the age 


-|old gesture of prayer, and to 


beg the Lord of Hosts to re- 
pay you as He promised He 
would your gifts of Love a 
hundredfold. Amen. 


Thinking all this over... 


_|meditating on it also.... 


brought us new courage, for 
the road of all Apostles of 


'|the Lord, even the “little” 


Lay Apostles, is like His own, 
lonely. And because we are 
human, it is at times, dark 
and very discouraging. But 
this Christmas made us 
realize that we are not alone 
... that you are with us, a 
loving, friendly, generous, 
and understanding group of 
fellow travellers on the Royal 
Road to Christ, always ready 
to help us over this hump, 
over that crevice, or up this 


steep climb. 


Never, never will you even 
bgin to understand what this 
means to us, dearly Beloved 
in Christ. And for this again, 
there are no words to thank 
you. It may, therefore, ap- 
pear that I have written an 


article filled with words, only 


to say that these very same 
words are failing me. Per- 
haps it is exactly what I 
mean . for there are 
things, acts, people in this 
world, that leave one speech- 
less in admiration and grati- 
tude .. . and leave out of the. 
whole wealth of the English 
vocabulary only two little 
words, that somehow ap- 
proach a wee bit the feeling 
of love and gratitude that 
fills our hearts—so I will say 


them with all of me. .: and 
mean them, with all my soul 
... THANK YOU. 
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Well, our Home Nursing 
Class started January 15th 
with a good attendance, and 
it is going strong. Its popu- 
larity seems to be growing, 
as Fr, William Dwyer of 
Madawaska, some _ twenty- 
five miles from us, wants the 
course too. We hope to start | 
his by April 15th. If any) 
other neighboring parishes | 
wish to have it, we will be 
glad to oblige, if they com- 
municate with us. 


The O’Briens arrived on 
February third, the feast of 
St. Blaise. What a welcome 
addition they are to our little 
family at Madonna House! 
Now you would have thought 
that, with the coming of 
Betty Biggers and Peggy 
Gerth, the work would get 
lighter, yet it has not. The 
four of us have been as busy 
as we can be, so the O’Briens 
are surely welcome. 


It goes this way. When 
there are few of us, so many 
things remain undone. When 
our numbers grow, the work 
grows with them. Like Betty 
now is busy with the Nursing 
course. Peggy is scheduled 
to start a Girl Guide Troop, 
and begin the Handicraft 
Center I have been talking 
about for a year. Then Betty 
will be nursing the sick, and 
there you have it. She has 
a new DEPARTMENT, and 
so has Peggy . .. and the old 
work, office, files, house- 
keeping, garden, stock, bees, 
mail, the Outer Circle Letter, 


By Catherine Doherty 





the subscriptions, and the 
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writing and making up of| 
Restoration, and a thousand 
other little and big tasks 
still remain to be done. That 
is the way with all Friend- 
ship Houses. The needs are 
always ahead of the workers | 
to fill them. 

And now there is_ that, 
MADONNA HOUSE ANNEX, | 
OR AUXILIARY HOUSE I 
have been writing about, and 
which I have rented. We, 
shall need paints, furniture, 
and a thousand other things | 
for it. I gave the list in the, 
last issue .. . and that again 
means CASH. For that. 
BURSE OF OUR LADY (for ; 
it will be Her House too) that 
I opened. Old Clothing is 
always welcome. And now 
we will ask for odd ends of 
your materials for quilting, 
and all kinds of sewing sup- 
plies too .. . not to mention 
remnants of your’ knitting 
yarns. We will be able to use 
all of these in our handicraft 
centers. 

To our friends, doctors, 


|whitest set of teeth I have 





nurses, and hospital workers, 
we humbly address the re-| 
quest for doctors’ samples of 
vitamins and such ordinary, 
medicines as are used in all! 
homes, and bandages, sterile 
pads, gauze and the like. 

Catholic magazines, relig- 
ious articles, and _ rosaries, 
are still welcome. And I am 
still praying for a Statue of 
St. Joseph, for our house. 
About a foot high. And a 
statue of St. Francis for our 
garden shrine. About three 
feet high. 





St. Jude’s Dominican 


Monastery 
Christ weeps. Over Ameri-|JUDE ... HELPER OF 
ca the Beautiful. Where] CASES EXTRAORDINARY. 


white men refuse to recog- 
nize their brothers in the 
Negroes, Mexicans, Orientals. 
Over South Africa where 
white men kill today to up- 
hold the heretical idea of 
white supremacy. Over the 
world, in fact, where brother 
despises, hates, and envies 
brother. 

In senates, parliaments of 
nations, in council chambers 
of the world, the brotherhood 
of man is being discussed; 
often uselessly, because the 
Fatherhood of God, on 
which this brotherhood of 
man rests, is not acknowl- 
edged. Words, words... and 
more words ...asea of them 
flowing into the waste lands 
of unrest. Wars and rumors 
of war. Fear spurs these 
words, fear of Communism 
whips them into a storm... 
that breaks on men’s souls 
and minds without respite, 
without hope, without solu- 
tion. The darkness begotten 
by fury grows denser... the 
head of Christ bows lower 
and lower . . . and the tears 
of God flow faster and 
faster. 

And yet, the answer could 
be found easily by all these 
learned and mighty people 
and nations, should they, 
like the Magi, undertake a 
journey of faith and love to 
St. Jude’s Dominican Mon- 
astery of Marbury, Alabama, 
U.S.A. 

There a few women have 
found the secret of peace, 
by embracing love. There 
Christ rests. The world calls 
them nuns, and ‘so they are 
—Spouses of God.*Women in 
love with Christ the Lord. 
Fearless in their knowledge, 
strong in their love, they 
have come together to found 
an INTERRACIAL ORDER 
OF RELIGIOUS, LIVING 
ACCORDING TO THE RULE 
OF ST. DOMINIC, UNDER 





THE PATRONAGE OF ST. 


Their lives ARE extraor- 
dinary to the world outside. 
White and Negroes living to- 
gether in common, wearing 
the same religious garb, 
working in the deep south, 
undisturbed and respected. 
IT CAN BE DONE...IN 
GOD .. . THROUGH GOD 
... WITH GOD. 


Their works are those of 
love. Corporal and spiritual 
works of Mercy. Teaching. 
Nursing. Social Service. Take 
your choice. 

But the fields they labor 
in are immense. Only those 
who have® seen them know 
of that immensity ... the 
immensity of men’s souls 
... hearts and minds .. 
eaten up by fears, poverty 
and sin. . 

We Catholics who today 
speak so glibly of Catholic 
Action, discuss so learnedly 
the various and deep ways 
of spiritual life, quote theol- 
ogy at the drop of a hat! 
Have we examined our hearts 
and souls? Perhaps God calls 
us for His own. And if He 
does ...are we ready to 
answer this call? Perhaps 
yours is an invitation to join 
the good Nuns of St. Dom- 
inic in Marbury, Alabama; 
and live to the hilt the sub- 
lime doctrine of the Mystical 
Body of Christ, confounding 
the great of all Nations! ’ 

The Sisters need subjects. 
All are welcome. Negroes. 
White. Orientals. Mexicans 
—provided they are Catholic 
women, between the ages of 
18 and 35, in sound health 
of mind and body. Cana- 
dians, Americans, Foreign- 
ers, all are - welcome. 

We have been praying for 
the Kingdom of God to begin 
among us. Here is its first 
seed. Who will have the cour- 
age to enter the garden... 
water it, harvest it, multiply 
it... for the Lord of Hosts? 





HOMESPUN 


By Alberta Schumacher 





This month I want to tell 
you about Joe. 

My-—husband and I were 
standing in the lush office 


|of a fashionable department 


store. We were there to 
establish an account. So was 
Joe. I picked his shiny black 
countenance out from the 
pale ones surrounding him 
immediately. 

As soon as he saw me his 
mouth split, revealing the 


ever seen in my life. He 
leaped from his chair and 
started toward me. After all, 
I hadn’t seen Joe for nearly 
two years! 





prayer, and a very large bluff 
I had secured-the position of 
secretary to the sales force 
of a radio station which ad- 
joined a large newspaper 
office. Back and forth I had 
to tramp in that enormous 
building. I nedeed a compass 
to tell me which was north. 
Sometimes I got so flustered 
Lcouldn’t even be sure which 
way was up. 

And _ those, self-service 
elevators! ME operate one of 
those and go upstairs all by 
myself? I walked miles up 
and down long flights of 
stairs to avoid the self- 
service jobs, until Joe ex- 
plained their mysterigs to me 
one night after working 
hours when there was no 





My Deah! 

A kind of concerted gasp 
went up around me. The 
thinly-plucked eyebrows of 
the “veddy - ultra - ultra” 
office-help shot up in_ the 
vicinity of their hairlines. 
Sensitive Joe noticed and 
stopped short, hesitating un- 
certainly, a kind of timid 
appeal in the liquid dark 
eyes that met mine, an ap- 
peal that must have been 
much like the one in my 
own a few short years back 
when I was a green, small- 
town kid turned loose in a 
frightening big town news- 
paper office with only a 
black elevator boy for a 
friend. But what a friend! 


Quickly I took the neces- 
sary steps forward to shake 
Joe’s hand. The pearly smile 
was back now, and the dark 
eyes were warm with re- 
membering. 

“This is Joe,” I told my 
husband proudly, and the 
two men gripped hands hard, 
for my husband was over- 
joyed to meet the man who 
had befriended me. 

“And this is yours?” Joe 
asked incredulously of me, 
as he reached his arms for 
my precious blue bundle of 
baby. 

My Deah! My Deah! 

I-surrendered the little 
fellow gladly, but to the ac- 
companiment of another 
concerted gasp from the 
office help. 

The baby traced one rosy 
pink finger over the black, 
regular features, and then 
cooed delightedly. He bur- 
rowed his little face against 
the black neck in utter con- 
tentment. Joe was happy. I 
was happy, and certainly the 
baby was happy! 

What matter that the girl 
with the sophisticated hairdo 
who fixed up our account 
had lost her deferential man- 
ner? What matter that the 
whole supercilious lot had 
lost their respect for me? I 
was happy. I had kept my 
own self-respect. That is all 
that really matters, ever. 
Even more than that I had 
let my baby take his first 
sweet natural step toward 
love for all men. Black ones, 
white ones—they’re all just 
people, God bless ’em. 

Home Come? This Way 

But of course you want to 
know how Joe befriended me. 
I was just nineteen, wide- 
eyed and full of big ideas, 
but scared to death. I didn’t 
know how to make the street 
car stop when I wanted to 
get off. I couldn’t tell direc- 
tions in the big town. But on 
the strength of an employ- 
ment agency test, a little 











one around to laugh at me. 
He was a willing passenger 
when I experimented. Of 
course, after that I used the 
self-service lifts, too. 

Joe is Johnny 

And when I had to go over 
into the newspaper offices 
for which Joe operated an 
elevator, Joe was Johnny-on- 
the-spot to help me locate 
whom and what I had to 
locate. He tipped me off to 
the various explosive person- 
alities around the place. 

One day I was doing an in- 
experienced stint on the PBX 
board. Joe heard the colorful 
language of the _ short- 
tempered gent whom I had 
just cut off on the phone. 
He jumped into his elevator 
and shot downstairs to warn 
me to get ready for a volcano 
coming my way to erupt. 
Then he kept the elevator 
tied up long enough for the 
gent in qustion to get tired 
of cooling his heels waiting. 

Joe never laughed at me 
in those first few hard weeks. 
He listened sympathetically 
when I talked of home, 
home-sick to the core. He 
looked at my pictures of the 
home folks. He kept telling 
me big city things I should 
know, and one day I could 
hold my own with the best 
of them. I didn’t look, act, 
talk, or even smell small- 
town anymore, even though 
I was still small-town inside, 
and always shall be. 

If He Were White 

Yes, Joe runs an elevator. 
But Joe is smart. If Joe were 
white, he would be holding 
down his own swivel chair 
at an important desk. It’s 
possible to make it even 
though you are black. But 
the going is a whale of a lot 
tougher. I don’t think it’s 
fair. Maybe I can’t do too 
much about it all by myself, 
but I feel if we mothers all 
rear our children in the truth 
that all men are equal and 
all should have equal rights 
—well, there may be a better 
day coming. 

Say a prayer for Joe, won’t 
you? For Joe and his broth- 
ers who are just people, re- 
gardless of color or position, 
or any of the other relatively 
unimportant things. 


“There is a fight a- 
gainst Communism that 
produces no results. What 
really matters is to a- 
chieve, in the face of 
Communism, the Chris- 
tian ideal of community. 


“The characteristic of 
Materialism is violence; 
that of Christianity - is 
Love.” 

—Cardinal Saliege 














FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 





(Continued from Page Two) 
their age .. . in most cases 
with the consent of their 
parents.” 

Pray For Him! 

He writes many pages of 
his life on the Morro Escon- 
didinho. And he writes of his 
health. He is wearing himself 
out. The doctors tell him he 
must rest—but how can he 
rest, he asks, when there is 
so much to be done for souls 
and for bodies? 

Pray for him, even if you 
must neglect all else in order 
to do so. He is only one, 
working among 10,000 people 
who should be Catholics but 
are not. And if he keeps on 
working as he has done the 
last year, he cannot last. 
Your prayers will save him— 
and maybe they will also 
save some of those 10,000 
wretched people on the hill 
—even as they have saved 
me. 


PRIESTS MUST MINISTER 





(Continued from Page One) 


ACTION IS ALSO THE PAR- 
TICIPATION OF THE 
LAITY IN THE APOSTO- 
LATE OF THE HIERARCHY. 
But only under YOUR saint- 
ly direction, and that of 
your superiors, the bishops. 

Where can we better learn 
about all this than from 
you, standing there in the 


j|pulpit of the House of God, 


teaching us, so that we may 
ourselves grow in sanctity, 
and teach others? 

Thus through this your 
TEACHING ministry, the 
grace of God reaches out in 
ever widening circles 
through us, the laity, restor- 
ing all things in Christ, 
bringing His _ inheritance 
back to Him. Alelluia! 

You Will Not Wait? 

Will you not NOW, pre- 
pare yourself for this? 

But you will answer that 
you are preparing. What 
else are the long years of 
study in your Seminary for? 
Indeed, knowledge is the be- 
ginning of love. But your 
words will be effective, not 
only in proportion to your 
KNOWLEDGE ... but in 
proportion of your LOVE. 
Strange, perhaps, as it may 
seem (and yet I do not think 
that you would consider it 
strange) we, the laity almost 
instinctively know about 
your love. Yes . . . we sense 
your closeness to God more 
than you ever imagine we do. 
So the most important part 
of your preparation is 
PRAYER. The great preach- 
ers, like St. Thomas of 
Aquinas; were not canonized 
for their eloquence and 
learnedness . . . BUT FOR 
THEIR LOVE OF GOD. 


Do teach us . . . do lead 
us. We need both, we the 
laity who spend our days in 
the market place of a dark, - 
frightening, and disentegrat- 
ing world: But above all, in 
your words, in yourself, 
SHOW US HIM WHOM YOU 
LOVE. «That will be the 
greatest lésson we can learn 
from you, the apex of your 
TEACHING MINISTRY. 


ON PRAYER 


I know not by 
what method rare, 
But this I know 
God answers prayer. 








I know not when 
He sends the word 
that tells me 
fervent prayer is heard; 


I know it cometh soon or late, 
My part is but to pray and wait, 
I know not if the blessing sought 
Will come in just the guise 

I thought. 





\? leave all care with Him above 


Whose Will is always 
one of love. 
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ON THE CREDIT SIDE 


(Continued from Page One) 
needs and to what extent 
they are to be satisfied. 
“Capital,” says the Pope, 
“tosses labor and man a- 
round like a ball in a game.” 

The tiller of the soil knows 
that this is a very un-natural 
state of affairs, and that it 
is the prerogative of man to 
control material things by 
his labor. Yet this very same 
farmer refuses to unite with 
his group, or to enter into 
an association that would 
enable him to exercise this 
God-given control. 

An Escape Hatch! 

It is comparatively easy to 
organize credit unions with- 
in the ranks of city dwellers. 
As soon as a group of these 
realize that they are mere 
puppéts and tools, and when 
shown that there is an 


escape hatch from the slave-| 


galley—the credit union— 
they get down to practical 
organization. We could re- 
count phenomenal results 
from urban credit unions in 
examples almost without 
number. Rural people are, 
in these days too individu- 
alistic, and have less oppor- 
tunity, to gather with their 
neighbors so as to compare 
notes. Some force or power 
must be set in motion, in 
rural parts, to urge the 
people to join themselves in 
credit unions, to regain that 
control of wealth so neces- 
sary to their well being. 

The power I have in mind 
is the Catholic Church. The 
Head of that Church evident- 
ly approves of credit unions 
when he tells farmers that 
if they want to have their 
rightful share of good living 
the assurance and help will 
have to come “especially 
from your credit unions.” 
What are we waiting for? 

Hark to the Voice 

With the voice of one cry- 
ing in the wilderness I would 
urge upon every country 
pastor the work of bringing 
to his people the opportunity 
of establishing a parish 
credit union. 

Problems that now seem 
impossible of solution will 
quickly vanish. A people free 
of debt and with money to 
expand, and to acquire the 
things they always wanted, 
will be a contented group. 
Contentment will dissipate 
the bogey of dwindling par- 
ishes and enable the younger 
generation to find their 
heart’s desire in and around 
their loved birthplace. 


If We Could Walk 
With The Stars— 


I who have trod the depths 

Still know that.the stars are there 

They are the heights unscaled 

For those who have need of 
prayer. 





If we could walk with the stars 

We would not think they were 
high; 

God, we have need of the depths 

To know the height of the sky. 


American Labor 


Fulfills Promise 
By William Constable a 


In the Restoration issue 
of June, 1948, one may find 
these statements: 

“The Unions are taking a 
decisive step toward the 
proper direction in our com- 
ing elections . . . The Unions 
though puzzled, have taken 
a step forward politically. 
They plan to use their power 
to influence legislation ben- 
eficial to all citizens, by 
placing their vote behind 
the legislator who supports— 
not the laborer alone, not 
the business man alone, but 
the general welfare.” 

Labor formed no party, 
endorsed no party. It cen- 
tered its drive on Congres- 
sional Records, went to work 
to retain or dismiss unde- 
sirable incumbents. This 
action of Labor was a major 
factor in accomplishing the 
unexpected, last November. 

As the elections approach- 
ed, most newspapers carried 
a strong, camouflaged cam- 
paign of their own, so well 
cloaked and persistent that 
they fell victim to their own 
barrage. They clamored: 
“Truman is weak, a _ poor 
politician.” It frightened 
Truman’s friends. He went 
into battle almost alone. He 
battled the newspapers. He 
called them, “‘Tools of special 
interests!” It rallied the 
people. Labor had already 
made its choice. 

Civil Rights and Ideals 

November 3rd, the papers 
carried the story. “Fighting 
Truman elected by an over- 
whelming majority! Major 
change in the House. Guber- 
natorial elections support 
Truman!” With these words, 
a new era was born—an era 
of principle. A man stood 
steadfast on civil rights and 
Christian ideals, and remain- 
ed« President of the United 
States. 

In truth, it was poor poli- 
tics to take a blunt stand on 
such major issues — con- 
troversial, conflicting — in 
the face of a coming election; 
issues which resulted in the 
split of a party three ways— 
Democrats, Dixiecrats, and 
Progressives. He was adam- 


Paul Revere Labor 


Truman spoke for social 
justice. The laborers, farm- 
ers, other groups heard and 
acted. The result was in- 
evitable. Money did not cause 
the landslide. Labor groups 
rang doorbells, carried the 
story. 

Let the new Congress heed 
the needs of the people. A 
happy people make a healthy 
nation. We, the people, are 
not looking for masters and 
lords, nor domineering poli- 
ticians—but, Statesmen with 
a conscience, thanking God 
for their high office; men 
responsible to Him for their 
every act. Good leaders make 
good government. 

The people have learned. 
The people have spoken. It 
wasn’t the party. The party 
was plit three ways. 








In His Name 


Rev. Sister Miriam Teresa 
Adoration Monastery 

4108 Euclid Av. 
Cleveland, Ohio (3) 


This good Sister, has a 
problem. She knows of a 
young man from behind the 
iron curtain of the Soviets. 
He is studying for the priest- 
hood. His name cannot be 
revealed. But if you want to 





ant in his proclamation of 
civil justice in support of 
the Negro’s rights as an 
American under the Con- 
stitution — thougk he lost 
the solid South. 
Communism was an issue 
he felt. Privations breed 
Communism. The Marshall 
plan was a necessity. Amer- 
ica must take a stand. He 
lost the Wallace supporters. 
The cost of living had 
gone beyond the reach of 
the family man, he knew. It 
must come down. Special 
interests and their satellites 
were responsible, it seemed 
to him. The dignity of labor 
must be _ upheld. * Taylor 


help him, send your dona- 
tions for him to her directly, 
marking it for THE SEM- 
INARIAN. Thank you. 


Mrs. Olga Kolyschkine 

Camp Macn Lager D.P. 
Wendelhofen 

Bl.-C Zim. 10 Bayreuth 

Germany, U.S.A. Zone 


Still needs Mazola oil, 
candies, sugar, coffee, tea, 
and clothing for an 11 year 
old girl. 


Mrs. Sophie Schiffers 
Taunoss Str 62 
Wiesbaden, Germany 
U.S.A. Zone 





would continue his embassy 
to the Vatican. These were 
among his principles. It was 
a matter of principlé~over 





politics. Labor understood. ! 


Is a lonely old lady in need 
of EVERYTHING, especially 
clothing (size 38), foodstuffs, 
and vitamins. : 

THANK YOU. 





Are You The Sun? | 
Are You The Wind? 


And what have you 
To offer me 

In ‘whose blood flows 
Wild anarchy? 


Are you the Sun 
With potent fire 
To infiltrate 

My slow desire? 


Are you the wind 
To sweep my blood 
Gratuitously 

To such a flood. 


0. 
U 


An Appeal 


From India 





The letter is dated at 
Shillong, India, as of July 
17th, 1948. But it did not 
reach Combermere until 
months later. It is signed by 
the Most Rev. S. Ferrando, 
S.D.B., the bishop of Shil- 
long. It is addressed to the 
editor of this paper. But it 
is for you as well—and it is 
not exactly an accident, we 
believe, that it reaches you 
now. ' 

Shillong is in Assam. And 

“Assam ranks*among the 
five missions in India which 
record the highest number of 
converts,” the letter reads. 
“It seems that a new Pen- 
tecost dawns upon the 
aboriginal tribes scattered 
all over this immense Pro- 
vince. 

“The Garos, a hill tribe, 
are now ready to seek refuge 
under the mantle of the 
Church. But alas! The mis- 
sionary must meet with the 
sight of many lepers: the 
poor repellent lepers already 
suffering the corruption of 
death. In this district alone 
there are more than 10,000 
lepers. The missionaries can- 
not help recalling the touch- 
ing scenes of the Gospel... 
‘and as He entered into a 
certain town there met Him 
ten men that were lepers, 
who stood afar off; and lifted 
up their voices saying ‘Jesus 
have mercy on us’... 

“Oh yes, they come to us 
and with the same suppliant 
voice they repeat: “Make me 
clean.” Can we forget that 
Jesus before announcing the 
good tidings cured their 
sores? In Assam I have many 
priests anxious to emulate 
the heroism of Fr. Damien. 
There are many nuns who 
have but’one desire, to live 
and die among the lepers. 
But, alas; funds are lacking. 

“The poor lepers of the 
Garo hills stretch forth their 
begging hands to you, crying 
out, ‘Make me Clean.’ I am 
confident this appeal will 
touch the hearts of many 
generous souls, and through 
their generosity I shall be 
able to raise the money 
which will help to bring 
health to many a body and 
faith to many a soul. God’s 
blessings on you.” 








PARCELS... 


To all our many and gen- 
erous friends, who have been 
puzzling how and where to 
send parcels to us, and who 
often have argued long and 
hard with various postal 
clerks at their Post @ffices, 
we give here correct direc- 
tions, checked with both the 
Canadian and U.S.A. Postal 
authorities. 

THE LIMIT OF A PAR- 
CEL SENT BY MAIL IS 
FIFTEEN POUNDS. THE 
PRICE: FOURTEEN CENTS 
PER POUND. VALUE OF 
SAID PARCEL NOT TO 
EXCEED TWENTY - FIVE 
DOLLARS. (THAT NEED 
NOT BE DECLARED, AS 
SOME PARCELS MAY BE 
MARKED “NO VALUE.’’) 
EACH PARCEL TO HAVE 
FORM 2966 (PROCURABLE 
AT ALL U.S.A. POST OF- 
FICES). WORDS “UNSOL- 
ICITED GIFT, FOR CHAR- 
ITY ONLY,” TO BE WRIT- 
TEN ON EVERY PACKAGE. 


THE ADDRESS FOR 
MAILING IS ALWAYS — 
MADONNA HOUSE, COM- 
BERMERE, ONTARIO, CAN- 
ADA. PLEASE DO NOT 
WORRY ABOUT CUSTOMS 
DUTY. WE HAVE AN AR- 
RANGEMENT WITH CAN- 
ADIAN CUSTOMS, AND 
OUR GIFTS COME IN FREE 
OF DUTY. 

If your package is over 15 
pounds, and you do not want 
to make two or three pack- 
ages, you can send it by 
R.R. Express prepaid. Please 
tell them and mark on the 
parcel THE SAME ADDRESS 
AS ABOVE AND ...VIA 
BARRY’S BAY, ONTARIO, 
CANADA, OVER THE CAN- 
ADIAN NATIONAL RAIL- 
WAY, WHICH WE IN CAN- 
ADA SHORTEN TO—C.N.R. 

THANK YOU. 














TUMBLEWEED— 


Eddie Doherty 
Published by Bruce, 
Milwaukee, Wis. 


MARTIN— 
Biograph of Bl. Martin de 
Porres 


Eddie Doherty 
Sheed & Ward 


GALL AND HONEY— 
Eddie Doherty 


SPLENDORS OF 
SORROW— 
Eddie Doherty $1.25 


FRIENDSHIP HOUSE— 
Catherine de Hueck 


DEAR BISHOP— 
Catherine Doherty $1.75 


These books can be ob- 
tained in Canada at the 
CAMPION BOOK SHOP, 
1184 Phillips Place, Mon- 
treal, Quebec. — In the 
U.S.A. direct from the Pub- 
lishers, Bruce Publishing 
Co., of Milwaukee, or 
Shed and Ward, New York. 
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